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An Unusual Telephone Line 
by 
Robert Alway 


As you may recall from a previous episode, I gained 
a great deal of mirth and merriment from using my 
laser to project a magical “Pixie” while in college. 
After entering the “real” world one is expected by 
society to make a much more sober and practical use 
of advanced technology such as the laser. The 
following story describes how I did just that. 


A year after graduation | found myself enrolled in 
graduate school. -Not for 
the noble reasons of 
enriching my intellect and 
advancing the 
achievements of 
mankind, but for the 
simple reason that I was 
foolish enough to 
graduate in the first of 
many depressions 
generated by the Arab oil 


shocks, and Western 
Michigan University 
offered a paid 


assistantship. Now those 
of you who have actually 
lived off a graduate 
assistantship are aware 
that it is better than nothing -barely. By dint of 
careful management I was able to afford an 
efficiency apartment, but I was forced to do without 
many of the amenities of life such as television, a 
car, and even telephone. Now this was not to say I 
was devoid of resources. Over a lifetime of 
birthdays, christmases and personal aquisition I had 
amassed a motley collection of toys er, ah, -that is, 
scientific equipment. This included the above 
mentioned laser. 


A plan of truly diabolical brilliance began to unfold. 
(At least, 7 thought it was diabolically brilliant.) I 


gave, or rather loaned, one of the walkie talkies to 
my friend for safe keeping in his apartment. This 
was normally turned off the conserve battery power. 
I kept the other walkie talkie in my apartment. My 
radio could be kept on indefinitely by using my D.C. 
power supply ir place of the batteries normally used. 
(Those of you who are. aware of the difference in 
cost of batteries vs. line electricity will realize that 
the addition to my electric bill was virtually nil.) All 
my friend had to do was turn on his radio and greet 
me with “Hello, Bob” and our conversation could 
begin. This, as you may have noted, only solved 
half the problem. How was I to get in touch with my 
friend? He could call me anytime but I was 
powerless to initiate 
contact. Well nearly 
powerless. Once again I 
brought my mighty | 
|, milliwatt laser into play. 


As I mentioned, my 
friend’s apartment was 
line-of-sight from mine. 
Or, as one could put it, 
line-of-laser. His living 


room/dining room 
window was an easy 
mark for one so 


experienced in the fine 
art of laser targeting as 
myself. A flick of the 
switch, careful aim, and 
presto! Glowing red dot on the parlor wall! He even 
called me occasionally to show off to his friends. 
The first kid on the block with a laser dot on the 
living room wall! What power! What prestige! 


With the sight of a red dot on the wall my friend 
knew it was time to call me on the radio. He would 
turn on his radio and the conversation would take 
place. The monopoly of Ma Bell had been broken. 
A truly satisfying experience. 


I must confess that I ultimately did get regular 
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telephone service. My friend eventually moving out 
of town, the need to talk to people beyond line-of- 
sight, and the sound of truck drivers talking over 
their CB radios at 2:00 a.m. all contributed to my 
ultimate downfall, Sic transit Gloria mundai. 


My laser now sits quietly in my closet waiting for... 
oe 


The “Dr. Pepper Experiment” 
Or... ; 
Is this stuff REALLY safe to drink? 


by 
Jen Ridley 


At the beginning of the 1988 spring term at MTU, in 
the spirit of scientific investigation, two PFRC 


2 


members tucked a half empty (or half full) bottle of 
Dr, Pepper into a protected corner of the Rubber 
Room, as the Memorial Union Lounge was 
affectionately called. The purpose of this 
“experiment” was to see just what would grow in a 
soft drink bottle. 


The bottle was checked on a weekly (or so) basis, 
and, week after week, there was no apparent sign of 
life. By the ninth week, the experimenters had 
added pinches of dust, pieces of Union french fries, 
and even a piece of chocolate, and still nothing but 
Dr. Pepper (and detritus) in the bottle. 


The experiment was concluded after about 10 weeks 
for a number of reasons, the primary one being the 
imminent demolition of the lab, as the MUB 
underwent a facelift beginning in Summer ‘88. 
There were still no signs of life in the “nutrient” 
solution... which leads me to wonder just how safe 
this stuff is to drink. 
oe 


PYROCOLOR T-SHIRTS 
b 
John Ridley 


After having attended almost all of Guy Wicker’s 
Houghton Berzerkers and for the most part having 
contributed nothing, I finally came up with a “Great 
Idea” that met most of what I thought of as 
Berzerker Prerequisites: 1) It was kinda unique, 2) it 
involved explosives, 3) everyone could enjoy it, and 
4) you could explain it to someone in such a way as 
to make it sound dangerous 


The Idea was Pyrocolor T-shirts. The basic idea is 
simple; use explosives to blow some sort of dye or 
paint onto a T-shirt. Instant high art (or low, 
depending on the positioning of the explosives). 
Plus nifty souvenirs 


I approached this as a PFRC project; lots and lots of 
talk about very silly ways to implement, followed by 
as little experimentation as possible and last possible 
second execution. 
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The first real issue we faced was the apparatus. One 
early idea was to lay down a layer of explosives, 
then plastic, dye,plastic, then shirts, flat on the 
ground. We decided this would probably only result 
in cloth confetti. We also talked about lying a lot of 
shirts on the ground and blowing paint in the air and 
letting it come down on 
them. This was 
dismissed as being too 
uncontrollable, wasteful, 
and also possibly too 
silly. In all, a dozen or 
so setups were taken to 
the first stage of 
experimentation. 


The next question was 
what to use as a dye. 
Experimentation proved 
that while substances like 
house paint give really 
neat splatter patterns, a 
shirt with paint on it 
can’t be washed and still 
look good. After a little 
more playing around, we 
settled on the dyes you 
use for tie-dyeing. They are a little hard to find, and 
they are expensive. But they go a long way, and 
some investigation yielded good mail-order sources. 


Experimentation revealed that when subjected to an 
explosion,thin dyes tend to atomize. If more than 
one color is used at once, the result is essentially 
gray dye. This was solved by the use of a dye 
carrier: a spongy something to hold the dye in blobs 
until it hit the target. What to use though? Sponges 
proved to hang on to the dye too hard, with half the 
dye left still in them after they had fallen to the 
ground. It turns out that upholstery foam works 
pretty well. It holds the dye in anice little packet on 
it’s way to the shirt, and lets it all splat out when it 
hits. Also I had a chunk of it in my basement. 


The third problem was how to “aim” the dye at the 
shirts. These dyes aren’t cheap, and we wanted as 
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much dye as possible to actually hit shirts. After lots 
of diligent research, we determined that if you place 
the dye packets and explosives at just the right 
position, the dye will still pretty much do whatever 
the hell it pleases. The final solution was to 
surround the dye with shirts. Wherever the dye 
goes, there’s some shirts. 
Any shirts that don’t get a 
good “splat” just stay up 
for the next round. 


Well the whole thing was 
tried for real at the 93 
Berzerker. John McKana 
supplied the explosives, I 
brought the dyes, and 
people let us have the 
shirts off their backs. 
Bob Wenzlaff got the 
shirts first, and silk 
screened on a neat “all I 
got was this Pyrocolor 
Shirt” design. A length 
of clothesline was strung 
to support the T-shirts, 
and a cardboard support 
was built to hold the 
explosives and dyes. We used primer cord for the 
explosive. With primer cord, you might as well just 
use cardboard, because it won’t hurt anybody if it 
hits and whatever you use is going to be destroyed 
anyway. 


The cardboard tower was set up, det cord strung, 
then the dye placed in front. Each of three baggies 
were filled with little foam bits about of lcm, then 
the dye poured in and squished around until the foam 
was saturated. The shirts were hung on cardboard 
pieces about 2 to 4 feet in front of the dye packets. In 
order to make the dye work as well as possible, the 
shirts are supposed to be wet. If you’re using det 
cord or other fast explosive, youll want cardboard 
between the cord and the dye for best result. 


While setting up, I was explaining to the onlookers 
how you couldn’t really “aim” the explosive force, 
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and to prove it, I put my polo shirt in the middle, and 
“cupped” the explosive so as to seem to aim the dye 
right at it. The first blast was setoff, and you 
guessed it, over half the dye hit my polo shirt. It was 
just luck though, subsequent blasts went where they 
pleased. The shirts were taken back to my house 
where they were treated to set the colors and the silk 
screen, 


In the 20/20 hindsight dept.: [If you’re going to do a 
silkscreen (and it does make the shirts much nicer) 
do it the day before, and be sure the print is set and 
colorfast before doing the blasting. We had a lot of 
trouble with the silk-screen running, and had to do 
some of the shirts dry, which reduced the 
effectiveness of the dye. 


Second, don’t do this at the end of the last day; these 
dyes recommend 8 to 48 hours of reaction time 
before rinsing them;the longer you let them set, the 
brighter the colors. Use white shirts! Dark or even 
light colored shirts just don’t work with dyes. 


If you use blasting caps, put them on the back side of 
the cardboard; they have metal shells and there was 
shrapnel in a couple of shirts. Along the same lines, 
use twine or duct tape to hold up the dye packs. We 
used clothespins and bits of those had to be picked 
out of the shirts. 


We used det cord primarily because it is so clean. It 
doesn’t really burn, it just explodes. No powder 
burns or anything. The problem is that it’s too fast. 
The explosion propagates at about 10,000 ft/sec, and 
we had to buffer it with one or more layers of 
cardboard to keep it from atomizing the dye. Also, it 
requires an explosives license. So some 
experimentation here would probably be in order. 


Next year, just lay your shirts around Houghton and 
we'll blowup the Sherwin-Williams store. 


Mail Order Sources for Fiber Reactive dyes: 

Rupert, Gibbon & Spider P.O. Box 425 Healdsburg, 
CA 95448 1-800-442-0455 Free catalog of dyes and 
fabrics 


Pro Chemical & Dye P.O. Box 14 Somerset, MA 
02726 Free catalog of dyes & paints 


Dharma Trading Co 1-800-542-5227 Free catalog of 
dyes and other neat stuff — sun painting supplies, 
too. 

eee 


Quarks 


e Dale Sulak has 80 pounds of metallic 
sodium, all packaged in small snack-pac cans and 
drink bags. How does one go about getting rid of 80 
pounds of metallic sodium? Very carefully... July 4th 
weekend a group of techies got together (at Someone 
Else’s House, of course) and watched Dale take the 
hose to a small amount of Na on the back porch. It 
sparked, caught fire, and spattered into smaller and 
smaller pieces, jumping onto the grass and house 
(and maybe even Dale himself. Stay tuned for more 
episodes of our sodium disposal saga. 


e Barry Gehm writes: “A recent paper in 
Science reports a new, improved way of creating Li- 
doped carbon for use in batteries. One consequence 
of the new technique is that the C gets impregnated 
with Li2 molecules, rather than individual Li atoms. 
They don’t use the word in the paper, just the 
formula, but the correct chemical name for Li2 is, 
you guessed it, dilithium. Yes, dilithium batteries 
may be for sale in the not too distant future. Be the 
first kid on your block to have one in his phaser. I 
wonder if Paramount will try to claim 
trademark/copyright infringement? Lucasfilm 
certainly would, in the same situation. (Hyperspace 
(tm) is a registered trademark of the Lucasfilm 
corporation. All you mathematicians and sf writers 
just watch it!)” 


e At this year’s Minicon some GT people were 
fortunate enough to see a show by Mark Abrahams, 
then editor of Journal of Irreproducible Results. 
Mark was then invited (well, dragged) back to the 
GT party, where he met and was impressed by the 
members of GT. (And especially the backrubs they 
give.) Although the venerable J/R has gone belly-up, 
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the entire cast and crew has started an all-new 


magazine in the same format called The Annals of 


Improbable Research. If you’re interested in 
subscribing to the abbreviated electronic version of 
*AIR*, send a brief E-mail message to either of 
these addresses: 


LISTSERV @ MITVMA.MIT.EDU or LISTSERV @ MITVMA 


(the latter for users of Bitnet). The body of your 
message should contain ONLY the words 
“SUBSCRIBE MINI- AIR” followed by your name, 
as in “SUBSCRIBE MINI-AIR Nicholai 
Lobachevsky.” Details for subscribing to the full- 
blown paper version are not yet available, but if you 
contact AJR by papermail or E-mail you’ll be 
notified as soon as they’re ready. Write to The 
Annals of Improbable Research, The MIT Museum, 
265 Massachusetts Ave., Cambridge, MA 02139 
USA; phone (617) 253-4462; fax (617)253-8994, 
Internet air@ mit.edu. 


e Advice from John Ridley: Keep them cats 
away from the holography sandbox... 


e You Read It Here First Dept.: The news that 
HBO has aired a new movie called The Doomsday 
Gun was met with smug amusement among the 
PyroTechnics staff. We published Frank Bynum’s 
two-part account of artillery designer Gerald Bull 
and his hyper-velocity gun designs back in 1990 in 
Pyro 46 and 47. Quite a bit later the “regular” media 
discovered the significance of the story, cranking out 
alarmed investigative reports, documentaries, and 
finally the biographical movie starring the sinister 
Frank Langella. 


e GT is apparently going electric. Last summer 
Lee Hart, Tom Snoblen, John Lussmeyer, and Fred 
Robinson stumbled onto a bargain. John describes 
the fleet of “old Electric Post Office delivery trucks. 
They are about 10 years old, and should be 
functional soon.” Under each fiberglass Seventies- 
futuristic body thrums a 12-horsepower, 72-volt DC 
motor. We hope to provide a technical update in a 
future issue. 
+e 
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I Am Not Spock! 
(Or Anyone Else Famous, For That Matter) 


by 
Steven King 


It was a hot August afternoon. Well, at least I assume 
so. The office I worked in had no windows, and was 
air conditioned to within an inch of its life. The 
clock on my wall read “15:30”; if it weren’t set for 
24-hour format I wouldn’t have known if it was 
afternoon or morning. It *was* August, though, so 
we may Safely assume it was hot. 


My ancient Sun workstation, left over from the early 
30’s when the world was still entirely in black and 
white, beeped at me. I looked up. New mail! O 
frabjous day, calloo, callay! Eager for any 
distraction, I pounced on the mouse like a hungry 
alleycat. A couple clicks later and I was reading... 


From: doe @eskimo.com (John Doe) 
To: king @rtsg.mot.com (Steven King, Software 
Archaeologist) Subject: <none> 


I would like to thank you for many hours of 
entertainment in reading your books. I have by no 
means read all of them, but I am working at 
it...<grin> 


Any chance of a movie/television series for The 
Eyes of The Dragon? although that probably isn’t a 
good thing to ask for, as this latest series on The 
Tommyknockers was pretty sad...:( it looked like 
they went for a field day with the scissors on the 
book. (It’s gotta fit in 4 hours, boss! hmm....cut out 
the town hall explosion thing. etc.) Anyway, I hope 
this is the correct address, (You never can be all 
together sure on the net. <hehe>) 
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Oh no! Not another one! Now, you’ve got to realize 
that I’ve had to live with the name of a Famous 
Author for my entire life. Cashing checks is hell. 
Ordering pizza is an ordeal. I’ve had pizza places 
refuse to deliver unless I “give them my real name”. 
So now I’ve got some net.yahoo on my case. He 
thinks I’m the genuine article, yet! 


Beats the heck out of me why he thought this. He 
sent the message to my account at work, which is 
obviously a corporate address. He must have seen 
me post somewhere on the net, but everything I ever 
post has a signature of “Steven King, Motorola 
Cellular”. And every message says right at the top, 
“From: Steven King, Software Archaeologist”! It 
shouldn’t be easy to get me and What's-His-Face 
confused. But this guy managed to do it anyway. 


I couldn’t resist. It was a slow afternoon. (Or 
possibly morning, if my clock was off...) I was tired 
of the short answer. I had to give Mr. Doe something 
to remember. Something so totally off-the-wall that 
he’d never make the same mistake again! 


From: king @rtsg.mot.com (Steven King, Software 
Archaeologist) Subject: Re: your mail 
To:doe @eskimo.com (John Doe) 


I agree, but as long as I get paid who really cares? 
I’ve learned over the past few years that I can crank 
out anything and the plebes will buy it. It doesn’t 
even have to make sense anymore. Hell, if it weren’t 
already copyrighted by The Phone Company I’d slap 
my name on the phone book and drive it to the top of 
the New York Times bestseller list. 


I mean, look at the sales figures for the uncut 
versions of The Stand and the others. Ha! Back 
before I was popular the editors would cut things 
here, tighten them up there, whatever. Generally the 
finished product was better for having another pair 
of eyes look it over and make corrections. This is 
why they call them “editors”, not “mindless yes- 
men”. Now my word is more sacred than the tablets 


God handed Moses. No one will dare touch it! Oh 
well, I’m getting paid 100 times as much and it’s a 
lot easier not to have to deal with the criticism all the 
time. 


And the movies! Wow, they’re great! “Based on a 
story title idea by You-Know-Who” All I have to do 
is put my name on them and IJ rake in bucks! No 
scriptwork, not even an original thought on my part! 
(Or on the screenwriter’s part, for that matter.) Just 
lend my name to a movie and even the biggest 
stinkeroo becomes an overnight success. It’s a win- 
win situation for both me and the producer. As for all 
of you clowns paying to see garbage... Hey, you 
must like it or you wouldn’t come back, right? 


My next major book is going to be a virtual reality 
thriller which takes place on Usenet. A daemon 
program gets loose and starts ravaging all the 
computer systems in the world. The only hope for 
mankind is a pyrokinetic monk in a monastery which 
makes software instead of wine, now that alcohol is 
no longer politically correct in this country. The 
monk and his male lover (this will have to be 
changed to a woman for the movie; homosexuals 
just aren’t marketable) enter the computer a la /Tron/ 
and defeat the monster by causing a simultaneous 
power failure all over the world. Sequel options are 
open, of course. Tape backups of the daemon have 
been made at many sites. I think I can milk this one 
for about 3 books, 5 movies, a soundtrack, and a 
children’s Saturday morning cartoon show. 


I’m going to start writing it this weekend, so look for 
it in about a month. That’s because it'll take at least 
two weeks to go from publisher to printer to 
bookstore. Distribution is too slow, I'll have to 
figure out a way around that. 


Remember, libraries are tools of the Communists. 
Buy the books yourself, especially the hardbacks! 


P.T. Barnum had his sights set *MUCH* too low! | 
Steven King 
| Motorola Cellular 
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| king @rtsg.mot.com 


I fired off the note and contented myself with the 
thought of a very red-faced man on the other end of 
the net. 


The next day I showed up at work, got myself a cup 
of coffee, and started going through my morning 
mail. I sipped the brew and basked in the glow of the 
white phosphor as I paged forward from message to 
message. Finally I read one letter which very nearly 
caused me to spew hot coffee all over my Sun. 


From: doe @eskimo.com (John Doe) 
To: king @rtsg.mot.com (Steven King, Software 
Archaeologist) Subject: <none> 


Also, I always wondered if you read any other 
horror? (Koontz, etc.) And in regards to a Comedy 
Central commercial which featured you discussing 
various disgusting medieval methods of torture and 

then ending with ‘We are all gonna die, I am just 
trying to make it a little more interesting’ and 
Comedy Central saying: We’ re all gunna die. Watch 
Comedy Central. Was this specifically for Comedy 
Central? or was this some clip of an interview some 
time? Is this interview available in its entirety? 


Thnx, and oh, yes Cheers, 
——John 


Good god! The boy *still* thought I was the Famous 
Author, despite the fact that sarcasm was virtually 
dripping off each word of my first response! He 
hadn’t noticed the sarcasm. He hadn’t noticed the 
P.T. Barnum tag line. He *still* hadn’t noticed that 
the message came from within Motorola! 


Well, obviously I didn’t do a good enough job the 
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first time around... 


From: king @rtsg.mot.com (Steven King, Software 
Archaeologist) Subject: Re: your mail 
To: doe @eskimo.com (John Doe) 


No, I don’t read any other horror. I don’t even like 
the genre much to tell you the truth. When I started 
writing I looked for a category which was pretty 
much untapped. You know, the less the competition 
the greater the profit margin. Science Fiction? No, 
the big names like Heinlein and Asimov were still 
going strong. Mystery? No, mystery fans actually 
expect it to make sense. Spy novels? Not with Ian 
Fleming still writing. Romance? Actually, I was 
going to write romance until I started dating Danielle 
Steele. (Danielle and I have an unspoken agreement 
that I won’t write about love and she won’t write 
about possessed mutant Chevys. Although I’ve got a 
fun unpublished porno story in which Herbie the 
Love Bug falls in love with Christine.) 


Continued in Pyrotechnics 54 
oe 


High Times With High Voltage 
by 
Tullio Proni 


In high school electrics lab we were encouraged to 
work on “special projects”. For most students this 
meant working on their Hi-Fi’s or car radios and for 
the instructor this meant catching up on class work. 
As a result, I was left pretty much on my own— 
always a dangerous situation. 


While searching around for a project, I came across 
a photo in “Aviation Week” showing what looked 
like a large window screen floating in the air with a 
bunch of people in ties staring at it. The caption 
read, “Ioncraft to relay TV signals.” The article (two 
paragraphs in length) described a scheme to beam 
microwaves to a series of wires suspended over a 
grid. Air would be ionized and be 
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accelerated toward the grid. This flow of air would 
lift the whole craft and ultimately keep it hovering 
two or three miles up where it would act as a relay 
tower. The article mentioned few details except that 
high voltage was used—around 80kV! 


Now high voltage attracts me like Godiva Chocolate 
attracts a chocoholic. This project would give me an 
excuse to do big kilovolts on school time and 
hopefully, with their equipment. So I casually 
approached the instructor, article in hand, and asked 
if this might be a good “special project.” He allowed 
that it was “special” and that I “might learn 
something” from it. Unfortunately, I was to be 
limited to a budget of $5.00 and what I could 
scrounge around the lab. 


At this point a description of the lab is in order. The 
large, well-lit room had eight benches about 8’x8’. 
In the center of the benches were shelves, as well as 
power supplies, and AC plugs. The bench surface 
was formica with a mental bevel running around its 
edge. The students sat on stools, usually six to a 
bench. I had, roughly, a 4’x4’ work area. Now 
considering that my “ioncraft” was 3’ on a side, you 
can see that I was fairly crowded. 


I was also forced to make some design compromises, 
When I mentioned that I wanted to beam high power 
microwaves around the lab, one of the other 
instructors literally turned white. He then launched 
into a 15 minute lecture to the class as to the danger 
of microwaves, sprinkled with navy anecdotes of 
lighting cigarettes with radars and cooking geese in 
flight. This, of course, aroused my interest. He 
wasn’t my instructor after all, and this sounded like 
Martian death-ray material to me. Unfortunately, it 
turned out that the school didn’t have any microwave 
equipment, and $5.00 (even in 1964) wasn’t going to 
buy any. Much fun was had trying to get the needed 
50-80kV. Flyback transformers, voltage doublers, 
and finally neon sign transformers were all tried. 
Many tubes and capacitors died nobaly for the cause, 
and my bench became a source of amusement to the 
whole class. I had no real way of measuring 


voltages over 15,000vdc (15kV) except for a device 
called a “calibrated spark gap” which consisted of 
two metal spheres that were gradually brought closer 
together until an arc jumped between them. This 
distance related to the voltage. I managed to attract 
the attention of even the less academically inclined 
with this device as they attempted to put small 
objects between the spheres and have them 
“disintegrated” -—— flies and spiders were the most 
popular. The arcs and discharges were quite 
spectacular but I had a feeling that I didn’t have 
quite enough voltage. The instructor, unfortunately, 
believed that I was having too much fun, and that I 
should get on with the construction of the “ioncraft” 
itself. 


This turned out to be harder than I thought. I had 
originally planned to use toothpicks coated with high 
voltage lacquer to hold up the “cathode” wires about 
one inch over the grid with one foot between 
toothpicks. I quickly learned about electrostatic 
attraction as the “cathode” wires literally pulled 
themselves toward the grid. This bent up the edges 
of the grid and resulted in a rather impressive set of 
discharges when the wires got too close to the grid. 
After repairing the holes in the grid I doubled the 
number of toothpicks. This kept the wires up, but 
resulted in arcing through the toothpicks, which, as 
an added bonus, caught fire. This went on for quite 
awhile, much to the amusement of the rest of the 
class. 


Finally, I replaced the wood supports with thin glass 
tubes, and I was ready for a full scale test. Picture, if 
you will, the entire class leaning on the edges of 
their seats. And, more importantly, on the edge of 
the table. The table with the metal edge. The table, 
as it turned out, with the ungrounded metal edge. 


Picture also, a window-screen bedecked with little 
glass telephone poles and connected to a very high 
voltage supply bouncing on a Formica bench, like a 
chicken trying to regain the secret of flight. Watch 
as one of the high voltage wires leading to the 
“craft” snakes its way ever closer to the edge of the 
table. You watch, because no-one else (including 
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yours truly) was. 


Looking back on this incident I always picture it as 
seen from above, like one of those movies with the 
women in the pool making various geometric figures 
with their bodies. When the wire came in contact 
with the metal rim of the bench, everyone was 
thrown back in perfect unison, rather like a flower 
opening. This symmetry was soon destroyed as 
some students toppled over backward in their chairs 
or simply landed on their rear ends while others 
retained their footing. Due to the fact that I had my 
hands on the control, I was the only one not shocked. 
This did not endear me to certain classmembers, who 
believed I had planned the whole thing. Fortunately, 
no-one was seriously hurt, and, even more 
fortunately, torches and pitchforks were in short 
supply. I was, however, exiled to a back room, given 
a fire extinguisher, and told to keep the door closed. 
Had there been a basement, I would undoubtedly 
have ended up there. As it was, the class managed to 
lock me in that room more than once. The “ioncraft” 
by the way, never flew higher than 1 inch above the 
table and the ozone finally became too much for 
even me. Still, this incident gave me a certain 
reputation as a mad scientist— and potential mass 
murderer—which I basked in until I realized that 
these were not traits that most women found 


attractive. By then it was, unfortunately, too late. 
+e 


Vidiotic Ramblings Continue! 
by 
George M. Ewing, WA8WTE/4 


The Big Sucking Noise You Hear Isn’t Jobs 
Going South, Exactly... It’s “Sub Trek” 
Or 
“Voyage To Go See What’s on the Bottom” Lives 
On! 


My apologies to Cap’n Al, as I know he has friends 
associated with the show, but I’ve found this one to 
be almost unwatchable. SeaQuest-DSV, based on the 
pilot and a couple of early episodes, generally sucks, 


The Now & Then Newsletter of General Technics 


despite a few interesting bits here and there. They’ ve 
slavishly copied much of what was bad about the 
original Star Trek and the STING and Deepsix Space 
sequels, and missed out on much of the good. The 
show is schizophrenic about world politics and the 
military, much as the early STTOS was, so you have 
what clearly should be a peaceful, unarmed research 
vessel, going around armed to the teeth and bristling 
with nuclear weapons. You have a commander who 
is Clearly a civilian scientist at heart, but with many 
unnecessary “Clancy-isms:” marching around, 
saluting, and salty strutting about in snazzy 
uniforms. Interesting bits of real oceanography 
appear once in a while, but plain old science is 
thought to be too boring for mindless viewers, so the 
plots are “dumbed down” and “violenced-up” with 
contrived conflict, implausible pirates, EuroNazis, 
Stock Hollywood Evil Corporations, and other 
Klingon surrogates which were silly the first time we 
saw them thirty years ago, like the “Mutiny-of-the- 
week Club” and “Yet still another lunatic saboteur 
with atomic / biological / chemical mayhem on 
his/her mind running amok on ~C-Deck’ ... again!“ 


I don’t even wanna talk about idiotic 
Spielbergerisms like mindlessly cute blinking light 
“satellites” and assorted annoyatrons that follow the 
ship around for no reason, nor obnoxious Tom 
Corbett / Wesley Krusher hacker clones. Maybe this 
series will improve, if it survives... The early days 
of STTNG sucked pretty bad, too, but the show 
evolved to have real characters, and became 
arguably better than the original. D+ / D- 


Q. “Can’t you say ANYTHING nice?” 
A. “The head lady scientist does a devastating 
Katherine Hepburn imitation. Awesome, even. Better 
than Rich Little or Robin Williams, even.” Okay? 
Se 
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Classified Ad 


WANTED: Collector wants for his collection unusual 
alternative medical healing devices, most made between 
1920 and 1940: Abram’s Oscilloclast or Reflexophone, 
Drown’s Radio Therapeutic Instrument, Willhelm Reich’s 
orgone box or energy accumulator, Radiesthesia 
pendulums, George DeLa Warr Radionic diagnostic 
instruments, Dinshah Sympathometer or Spectro- 
Chrome Metry Device, Visible Spectrum Color 
Projector, Phrenological bust, Leech Jars, 
Scarificators, Cuppling & Bleeding Instruments, 
hair-growing vacuum caps, Magneto Electric 
Machines, Oxdonors, unusual violet rays, Dr. Scott’s 
Electric Toothbrush or Hairbrush, Dr. Pratt’s Pocket 
Battery & Inhaler, Ozone Nebulizer, Electric Belts, 
Body Batteries, Galvano rings & necklaces, 
biofeedback and “New Age goggles,” Theronoid 
Electro-magnetic Body Coils, Pandiculator body 
stretching apparatus, eye massagers, Revigator Jars, 
Electro-Treats, old 3-inch & 7-inch TVs made before 
1950. 


Steve Chekey 
10436 Crow Road or P.O. Box 39 
Litchfield, Ohio 44253-9508 
(216)725-1113 
(216)723-2758 

eee 


es ee Pe ee 
THUNDERBIRDS ARE BACK! 


By 
David Levine 


My wife doesn’t understand me. When J try to 
explain to her how I grew up on SuperMarionation, 
she justs looks at me funny. She can’t understand 
anyone — even a kid — getting excited about a 
bunch of puppets. 


But YOU understand, don’t you? You can 
understand how exciting it is when you hear that 
“anything can happen in the next half hour!” You 
can understand how when Supercar was cancelled it 
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was like finding out about death for the first time. 
You can understand that there really isn’t that much 
difference between Lady Penelope and Barbara Bain 
when you surround them with enough explosions 
and special effects. And you can understand how I 
felt when I discovered that SuperMarionation is 
BACK in the UK. Yes, they’re showing 
Thunderbirds and Stingray again on British TV! 


But that’s not all! They’re incredibly popular! At 
Pizza Hut they are giving away Thunderbirds cups. 
You can buy a Stingray lunchbox, or a talking 
Thunderbird 2 alarm clock (when it goes off it says 
“5... 4... 3... 2... 1... Thunderbirds are Go!”), and 
WASP and International Rescue uniforms (in kids’ 
sizes only, unfortunately). Matchbox has a whole 
range of Thunderbirds and Stingray toys and action 
figures (gee, when I was a kid I didn’t have action 
figures to play with, just dolls). Mobiles, posters, 
model kits, badges... I had to restrain myself from 
buying the lot. What’s more, there’s a stage play: 
“Thunderbirds RA.B.” This is a humorous send-up 
of the whole Thunderbirds and Captain Scarlet thing; 
the actors run around with Thunderbird models on 
their heads. (Unfortunately, it opened the week after 
we left London. Drat.) 


Why are the SuperMarionation productions still 
popular? I think that the answer can be found at the 
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end of the movie ‘“Thunderbirds are Go”, where the 
standard “Any resemblance to any person, place or 
thing...” disclaimer was amended to say “... 
BECAUSE THEY DO NOT YET EXIST!”. 
SuperMarionation made it possible to create an 
entire futuristic world — sets, costumes, props, even 
people — entirely from scratch. (Hence the name of 
the Andersons’ production company, “Century 21 
Productions.) This means that the Century 21 of 
Gerry and Sylvia Anderson has not dated as badly as 
live-action TV shows of the same vintage. I can’t 
look at Star Trek without noticing the hairstyles, the 
furniture, and the thousand and one other things that 
were imported wholesale from 1967. Live-action SF 
TV has to do this because it’s too expensive to build 
an entire world from scratch full-size. But since 
every SuperMarionation object had to be scratch- 
built anyway, it was no more expensive to build 


them to a truly futuristic design. 


OK, maybe Thunderbirds is a bit dated. But 
nostalgia makes it forever young. And if they 
someday decide to revive Thunderbirds or Fireball 
XL-5 or make a reunion movie, unlike the Star Trek 
crew the cast can simply be retrieved from storage. 
And then Mike Mercury, Troy Tempest, the Tracy 
family, and all the rest can go blasting off to 
improbable new adventures without wrinkles or pot 
bellies. FA.B.! 
oe 


CLASSIFIED OPPORTUNITIES 


8-POWER POCKET TELESCOPE. Spec- 
tacular views of lint, change, handker- 
chief. Optimum Optical, Troy, NY. 


10 BAND RECEIVER -- Jazz, Marching, 
Big, Rock, Pickup, School, Dance, 
Blues, Swing, Rubber. $10 complete, 
$5 kit, $1 for concept, 
nothing. RadioRono, 5502 S. Michigan, 
Chicago, I. 


TATTOO REMOVAL FOR WOMEN. 
Ancient Middle-Eastern secret now 
available in the West, hides tattoo 
completely. Chic Chadors, Box 559, 
New York, NY. 


EARLY AMERICAN Wood Computer 
Desk. Plans $5. Early American Wood 
Computer {designed by B. Franklin}. 
Plans $10. WeWhittle, 45 First St., 
Boston, Mass. 


SOLAR ENERGY. Collect solar energy 
FREE using no tools, no materials. Nice 
tan is a bonus. Easy to learn. 
SouthWest Tech, Scottsdale, Ariz. 


$0.50 for’ 


PESTS ARE GONE! Repels mice, rats, 
squirrels, fleas, cockroaches. They 
can't stand old Twisted Sister records 
played at high volume, and neither can 
anyone else. However, YOU can wear 
earplugs and battle your way back into , 
the house to turn the stereo off. LO- 
DOWN SURPLUS RECORDS, Backoff, 
Missouri. 


BORED WITH SPIRAL STAIRCASES? 
Moebius Strip Stairways provide a new 
perspective on your living room, easy 
access to crawl spaces and fourth 
dimension. Crooked House, Elbo, NY. 


AUTOMATE YOUR HOME! Doors 
open automatically when you simply 
pull the handle! Lights on the ceiling 
go on when you touch a switch con- 
veniently located on the wall! Kids go 
outside in moments when you scream 
at them. Other appropriate tech- 
nologies! House 'O The Future, 4425 
N. Damen, Chicago, III. 


ERASE BAD CREDIT REPORT IN 
MINUTES. We supply a copy of your 
report, ink eradicator, ArtGum eraser. 
Very therapeutic, no legal effects at 
any time. Send $10 cash or stamps 
only. RubOut, Box 67, Kenosha, Wisc. 
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SECRET SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERIES 
suppressed by US Govt! Brochure, 
pictures for money. Don't send phony 
inflated currency, "Rockefeller Jokes” 
bank checks, "Trashier's Checks.” 
Send gold, silver, cat food, other 
valuables. Details delivered by matter 
transmission. How? You'll be sur- 
prised! Overlord, 77 S. Frammis, 
Stochastic, Georgia. 


WINTER CLEARANCE SALE! We've 
got too much winter here, so the boss 
says move it out cheap! Gallons, 
barrels, truckloads all reduced. Amaze 
your California surf-brain friends! 
Minnesota Climate Clearance, Box 24, 
St. Paul, Minn. 


BIG $$$ installing Weber grills for non- 
technical suburbanites. Get respect 
from neighbors, children, wife. 
Training course, tools and uniform 
from BarBCo, 7235 S. Campbell, 
Chicago, I. 


New carburetor triples MPG with 
injection of all-natural Oil of Evening 
Primrose extract! Free information on 
recycled paper printed with spit-based 
ink. Mrs. Harrison's Automotive 
Technology, Stickysyrup, Vermont. 
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Small Print Department 

PYROTECHNICS is a publication of General Technics and, (while not copyrighted by 
one individual), is copyright (c) 1994 by the individual contributors. All rights ARE 
reserved. All rights revert to those contributors upon publication. Uncredited 
comments con be assumed to be from one of the following individuals: Bill Higgins, 
Barry Gehm, Sam Paris, or Mary Lynn Johnson, The ideas and opinions expressed in 
PYROTECHNICS are those of the individual writers, and do not necessarily reflect the 
views of the editorial staff, General Technics, or the Universe. 


Subscriptions 

are available in the US at $5.00 for four issues (includes one free 
classified ad), and $10.00 for 8 issues. Canadian Rates are: $6.00 
for 4 issues or $12.00 for 8 issues. Internationally $9.00 for 4 
issues. 


Amounts are payable in US dollars or International Reply Coupons 
(available at your local post office. Please make ALL subscription 
checks payable to CONSTANCE TREMBLEY (and write ‘PYRO’ 
somewhere on the check: In the notes field or wherever. Thanks.). 
{f you make your check out to anyone else on your check we'll 
have to send it back to you. Maximum subscription length is 8 
issues, 


Many back issues are available. Please write for a list. Currently 
our list does not have descriptions of the contents of each issue. 
Anyone want to volunteer to write up descriptions of all the old 
issues? 


Advertising Rates 

A free classified ad of 100 words or less is included in the cost of 
a four-issue subscription. Quarter page ad - 4 1/4 inches wide by 
5 1/2 inches tall = $8.00. Half page ad - 5 1/2 inches tall by 8 1/2 
inches wide = $15.00. Full page ad - 8 1/2 inches wide by 11 
inches tall = $30.00. Please remember to leave a quarter inch 
white border all the way around your ad or we will reduce it to 
fit. Fees for ads are non-refundable. Purchasers of 1/4, 1/2, or full 
page ads need not be subscribers and will receive a free copy of 
the issue their ad appears in. All ads except classifieds must be 
camera-ready. 


Submissions 

PYROTECHNICS gleefully accepts contributions in the form of art 
and articles. If at all possible, text should be formatted 5 inches 
wide and justified. PLEASE!! If you go to the trouble to format it, 
make sure that your finished copy is BLACK. Disks are also 
acceptable if you do your text as an IBM, MacIntosh or Atari (8- 
bit) file. 


Contributions of art can consist of cartoons, fillos, photos, etc. We 
prefer good black photocopies to original art. 


All art and article contributors will receive a free copy of the issue 
they appeared in, and if that contributor is a subscriber, then the 
subscription is extended by one issue. 


PYRO would also like to retain reprint privileges on all 
contributions. If you have any serious objections to 

this, let us know before we print your material. (Reprints f earlier 
issues are made and sold to help pay for larger issues, half-tone 
reproduction, etc.) 


Any material sent to PYRO will not be returned unless 
accompanied by a self-addressed, stamped envelope. All 
correspondence should be addressed to: 


PYROTECHNICS 
PO Box 965 
Aurora, Ill. 60507 


New email address! 
paul@crenelle.com 


PYROTECHNICS 
PO Box 965 
Aurora, Ill. 60507 
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